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a delightful medley of passengers. Two cabins forward, with a
little reserved deck over the bows, small but adequate, were
reserved for the first-class passengers when there were any.
The Namtu was bound for Homalin, another hundred miles
farther upstream, the limit of navigable waters at this time of
the year.
How beautiful they are those great rivers of Burma, the
Irrawaddy and the Chindwin.   How calm and peaceful are the
long straight reaches that extend for miles between the jungle-
clad mountains.    How diverting the changes of scenery where
the hills close in and the river's course turns this way and that,
unexpectedly revealing at each new bend some fresh aspect of
river life.    In the dry season the vast stretches of jungle that
clothe the hills to their very summits are brown and russet and
gold, but nearer, along the banks, the fringe of vegetation is of the
deepest green, for the roots of the trees find moisture in the soil.
Amongst groves of palm and forest tree, of mango and citrus, are
villages, stretching along the river's bank their long line of
thatched  matting  houses  raised  on   piles.     Here  and  there
a fantastic temple, all points and spires and pinnacles, rises above
the rest, or a group of white pagodas commemorates the generos-
ity of the people.   The steep banks, for the river is low in the
dry season, lead down to the water's edge where all day long
groups of men and women and children come down to bathe and
the air is full of their cries and their laughter.    And along the
shore, fragrant with the scent of orange  blossom, the  gaily
dressed people, sit and watch the river flowing by.   The temple
precincts are gay with the yellow-robed monks.   And when from
time to time our little steamer ties up for a spell alongside the
bank, the whole population is there to meet us.   As soon as the
planks are placed between the ship and the shore there is a
coming and a going of a gay chattering people laden with village
produce or intent upon the bidding of farewell to parting friends
or the welcoming of those who come.   The steamer, too, has its
little bazaar on board, half a dozen tiny shops, where the villagers
can purchase their humble requirements that come from the cities
far away*   And on the upper deck they all meet, the passengers
and the shore folk, and news passes from mouth to mouth—the
price of rice farther down the stream ; the coining of a Pwe, or
Variety Show ; a little religion and a little sedition ; the killing
of a tiger or the failure of a crop.   And then the steamer whistles
and all i$ bustle and movement and the many visitors crowd

